sun, very yellow and blinding, keys, bolts, a grille, a
gateway. Outside, in front of the red, fortress-like walls
of the old building, a car was waiting. Sitting between
the two officers, Helene was driven through the town,
which looked strange and remote, as though it were
quite foreign to her. They swerved into the hospital
quarter and drove up a short street.
They stopped in front of red sandstone walls. A brief,
silent passage between two rows of staring people—
Helene walked past them very pale and very erect. But
this is the dissecting room, Helene thought, confused.
She recognised the chestnut tree beneath which she had
sometimes waited for Rainer. He will come out in a
moment, in his jacket coat, with his slouch hat pulled
well over his eyes, and will stretch out his slender
hand. . . *
They led her up a spiral staircase, into a large room
filled with clear light streaming through huge panes. A
group of men in overcoats were standing there silently,
their hats in their hands. Helene saw the low, wide,
bench-like stone tables. She inhaled the familiar sweet
smell of disinfectant. She recognised Horselmann, the
anatomy servant, who was standing with doffed cap by
the door. On one of the tables lay some long object
covered with a white cloth—a cloth whose stiff folds
outlined something stony and motionless. Helene
summoned all the strength which was in her. I will be
strong, she thought, and waited. A deep, oppressive,
gruesome stillness hung over the scene. Horselmann,
hardened though he was by his profession, was obliged
to clear his throat to break the silence.
** Please come over here; there, a little nearer still/'
said one of the men, who might have been a police
doctor. He wore spectacles and his nails were clipped
short. Helene noticed these details with extraordinary

